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PROGRAM 


Quartet No. 1 (1950/54) Stefan Wolpe (Germany/USA, 1902-1972) 

I - Lento 

II - Con moto 

Carlene Brown, trumpet, Kevin Shen, tenor saxophone, Jean-Luc Therrien, piano and Matt Moore, percussion 


Kshara (1974) Giacinto Scelsi (Italy, 1905-1988) 

Matteo Ferrero-Wong and Peter Eratostene, double basses 

Jeux a vendre (2010) Peter Klanac (Canada, b. 1971) 

Rebecca Gray and Alexandra Hetherington, voice and Michael Bridge, accordion 

Madrigals Book III (1969) George Crumb (USA, b. 1929) 

I - La noche canta desnuda sobre los puentes de marzo 

II - Quiero dormir el sueno de las manzanas 

III - Nana, nino, nana del caballo grande que no quiso el agua. 

Myriam Blardone, harp and Keshav Sharma-Jaitly, percussion 
In order of appearance: 

Renae Wolfesberger, Erika Wood, Evelina Zoubareva, soprani 


Intermission 


We wish to acknowledge this land on which the University of Toronto operates. For thousands of years it has been the traditional land of 
the Huron-Wendat, the Seneca, and most recently, the Mississaugas of the Credit River. Today, this meeting place is still the home to many 
Indigenous people from across Turtle Island and we are grateful to have the opportunity to work on this land. 





Sequenza Vllb (1969/1995) Luciano Berio (Italy, 1925-2003) 

Yao Lu, soprano saxophone 


Selections from Tierkreis (1974-75) Karlheinz Stockhausen (Germany, 1928-2007) 

Julia Li, flute, Marco DeConno, clarinet and Tom MacCammon, trumpet and piano 


Poems of Louis Zukofsky (2008) Elliott Carter (USA, 1908-2012) 

Alba (1952) 

Finally a Valentine 

O Sleep 

The Rains 

Rune 

Strange 

Daisy 


Rebecca Gray, soprano and Tiago Delgado, clarinet 


Madrigals Book IV (1969) George Crumb (USA, b. 1929) 

I - ^Por que nacf entre espejos? 

II - Tu cuerpo, con la sombra violeta de mis manos, era un arcangel de trio 

III - jLa muerte esta mirando desde las torres de Cordoba! 

Noah Verheyen, flutes, Myriam Blardone, harp, John VanDuzer, double bass, Andrew Bell, percussion 

In order of appearance: 

Yujene Oh, Alexandra Hetherington, Martina Myskohlid, soprani 


With thanks to Karen Wiseman, Librarian, Performance Collection. 
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KLANAC 

Jeux a vendre (2010) 

Text: Christine de Pisan (Ballades, Virelais, Lais, Rondeaux) 


1 

Je vous vens la passerose. 

—Belle, dire ne vous ose 
Comment Amours vers vous me tire, 

Si l’apercevez tout sanz dire. 

2 

Je vous vens la fueille tremblant. 

—Maint faulx amans, par leur semblant, 
Font grant menqonge sembler voire, 

Si ne doit on mie tout croire. 

3 

Je vous vens du rosier la fueille. 

—Je pri au dieu d’amours qu’il vueille 
Briefment m’ottroier tant de grace 
Qu’acquerir puisse vostre grace. 

Note 11:—3 de manque dans A”. 

4 

Je vous vens la paternostre. 

—Vous scavez bien que je suis vostre, 

Ne oncques a autre ne fus, 

Si ne faittes de moy reffus, 

Belle que j’aim, mais sanz demour 
Me vueilliez donner vostre amour. 

5 

Je vous vens la fleur de glay. 

—Chantons, danqons, menons bon glay, 
En despit de mesdisans 
Qui aux amans sont nuisans. 

6 

Je vous vens le levrier courant. 

—Pour vostre amour me vois morant; 
Ce pouez vous veoir a l’ueil, 

Et pitie n’en avez ne dueil. 

7 

Je vous vens la voulant aronde. 

-Dame, la plus belle du monde, 

Pour Dieu, aiez de moy pitie; 

Car je muir pour vostre amitie. 

8 

Du blanc pain vous vens la mie. 

—Pour Dieu, ne m’oubliez mie 
Quant je seray loing de vous, 

A Dieu vous di, mon cuer doulz. 

9 

Je vous vens la fleur de mellier. 

—Sire joly chevalier, 

Telle pour vous souvent souspire 
Qui vous aime et ne lose dire. 


I sell you the primrose [or !!!] 

“Fair one, I don’t dare to tell you 

how strongly Love pulls me towards you, 

but you will notice it even without me telling.” 

I sell you the trembling leaf. 

“Many mendacious lovers, by their attitude, 

make a great lie seem true, 

therefore one should not believe everything.” 

I sell you the leaf of the rosebush. 

“I pray to the god of love that he may 
shortly wish to grant me such grace 
that I may obtain your mercy.” 

I sell you the paternoster 
“You know well that I am yours, 
and that I never belonged to another, 
so don’t reject me, 

fair one, whom I love, but without delay, 
please, give me your love.” 

I sell you the gladiolus flower. 

“Let us sing, danse, and make good fun, 
despite the slanderers 
who are damaging lovers” 

I sell you the swift greyhound. 

“I am going to die because of my love for you; 
you can see it with your own eyes, 
and you don’t have pity nor regret. 

I sell you the flying swallow. 

“Lady, most beautiful in the world, 

by God, have pity on me, 

for I am dying because of my love for you.” 

I sell you the crumb of white bread. 

“By God, don’t forget me 
when I shall be far from you; 

I say goodbye to you, my sweet heart.” 

I sell you the flower of the medlar tree. 

“Sir jolly knight, 

There is someone who often sighs for you 
who loves you and does not dare to say it.” 


CRUMB 


Text: Federico Garcia Lorca (numerous sources) 

Madrigals, Book III (1969) 

I La noche canta desnuda sobre los puentes de Night sings naked above the bridges of March 
marzo 


II Quiero dormir el suefio de las manzanas para 
aprender un llanto que me limpie de tierra 

III Nana, nifio, nana del caballo grande que no 
quiso el agua. Duermete, rosal, que el caballo 
se pone a llorar. Las patas heridas, las crines 
heladas, dentro de los ojos un punal de plata. 

Madrigals, Book IV (1969) 

I ^Por que nacf entre espejos? El dfa me da 
vueltas. Y la noche me copia en todas sus 
estrellas. 

II Tu cuerpo, con la sombra violeta de mis 
manos, era un arcangel de frio 

III jLa muerte me esta mirando desde las torres 
de Cordoba! 


I want to sleep the sleep of apples, to learn a 
lament that will cleanse me of earth 

Lullaby, child, lullaby of the proud horse who 
would not drink water. Go to sleep, rose-bush, 
the horse begins to cry. Wounded legs, frozen 
manes, and within the eyes a silver dagger. 


Why was I born surrounded by mirrors? The day 
turns round me. And the night reproduces me in 
each of her stars. 

Through my hands’ violet shadow, your body was 
an archangel, cold 

Death is watching me from the towers of Cor¬ 
doba! 


Elliott Carter (USA, 1902-2014) 

Poems of Louis Zukofsky (2008) 

Alba (1952) 

In sleep where all that’s past goes on- 
A dawn loves more than sleep. 

Clear as leaves of spring. 

Loves no less, wintering, 

Greener than summer goes- 
A sleep gainsays the dawn. 

Finally a Valentine 

There is 
a heart 

has no 
complaint 

better a- 
part 

than 

faint 

so the 
faintest 

part of 
it 

has no 
complaint- 

a 

part. 

O Sleep 

O sleep, the sky goes down behind the poplars, 
I scrape the gravel with my shoes and toe 
The ties: 

The milky moon is the clearing, 

Only the power-plant hurries in winter. 


The rains 

The rains, the rains 
Toward spring pour thru 
The winter night 
And freeze to hail. 

Seasoned armies 
Tested in defeat 
Retreating now 
In that order 

They cannot yield, 

No more than weather 
Of their hemisphere: 

The rain that turns 

To hail before 
The thunderstorms, 

The rains, the rains 
Of spring call out. 


Rune 

Rune 


rumin 

runs 

Mexico 

Strange 

Strange 

To reach that age, 

remember 

a tide 
And full 
for a time 

be young. 


Daisy 

Beilis perennis daisy of history 

ing lace water-formed a hid 

pin-eyed thrum-eyed brehon-rule eve adam 

adam eve meadows birth-hymn drupe-studded 

strawberry oversell spring-freeze whipperwill 

storm 

pied-daisy rays vogue green-erin discs 
may not excel white double-ray largess 
sails-gold-discs heritage fort at Montauk 



